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" Come into my room," she invited him with a gesture.
Stepan picked up his hat as though it were heavy.   The *
blood rushed to his head and veiled his eyes.   As soon as
they had entered her room and sat down on opposite sides of
the table, Aksinia, licking her dry lips, asked with a groan :
" Where have you come from ? "                                    ^
Indefinitely and unnaturally gay, Stepan drunkenly waved
his hand. The same smile of gladness and pain still clung to
his lips,
" From prison in Germany. . . . I've come to see you,
Aksinia. . . ."
He fidgeted awkwardly, jumped up, pulled a small packet
out of his pocket, hurriedly tore the rag off it with uncon-
trollably trembling fingers, and drew out a lady's silver
wrist-watch set with a cheap blue stone. He stretched it out
to her in his sweaty palm, but she did not remove her eyes
from his unfamiliar face with its distorted, humble smile.
" Take it, IVe kept it for you. . . . We've lived
together. ..."
" What do I want with it ? Wait t " she whispered
through numb lips.
" Take it. ... Don't be offended. We must drop our
old silliness."
Keeping him off with her hand, she rose and went across
to the stove.
" They said you were dead. ..."
" And would you have been glad ? "
She did not reply, but more calmly examined her husband
from head to foot, needlessly adjusting the folds of her care-
fully ironed skirt. With arms behind her she said :
et Did you send Anikushka's wife to me ? She told me you
had sent for me to come back to you ... to live. ..."
ft Will you come ? " Stepan interrupted her,
*r No ! " Aksinia's voice sounded curt, " No, I won't
come."
"Why not?"
" I've got out of the habit ... and besides, it's rather
late ... too late."
" But I want to restore my farm. All the way back from
Germany I thought of it, and while I was living there I
never stopped thinking of it. What will you do, Aksinia ?
Has Gregor left you, or have you found another ? I've